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Chapter 1: Chapter 1 


This is 100% based on a dream I had in 2016 
now, as is the fact that Lewis is trans. Now it 
feels rude to use he/him pronouns for Lewis 
because the dream was very insistent that those 
are the wrong pronouns. Thanks brain. I'm 
posting it after all this time because it's good 
enough for a first chapter, and at some point I 
might add more, and also, anyone who wants to 
can write a continuation for this. Neopronouns 
because neopronouns rock :) 


It was a Friday. Lewis remembered that clearly, 
because sci'd been looking forward to the weekend. 
Sci was going to show Cleo the new fishing spot sci'd 
found. 


It started out normal. 
It didn't rain, it hadn't rained the night before, and 


there was no call for precipitation in the weather 
forecast. 


SO sci waited by ence locker, like sci always did, for 
Cleo to meet ence before their first class together. 


But Cleo never showed up. And neither did Emma, or 
even Rikki. Sci checked ence phone to make sure it 
hadn't died, and double checked that sci hadn't gotten 
any texts while sci wasn't paying attention. 


There were none. 


Where are you? Sci sent to Cleo, five minutes before 
the final bell rang, still waiting by ence locker. 


But Cleo didn't respond, and five minutes later sci 
was forced to walk to class alone. 


Sci messaged both Rikki and Emma under ence desk 
without even looking. Sci'd long since memorized the 
keyboard, well enough that sci could probably quote 
Shakespeare with ence eyes closed and half asleep. 
Are you guys okay? 

But still, there was no answer. 


During ence next class, sci asked to be excused to the 
bathroom. But Mr. Epinoza was one of those teachers 
that seemed to think the world revolved around them, 
and refused to let anyone leave the room ‘while he 
was teaching’. 


Which translated to, "never". 


So sci had to wait, fidgeting and distracted the entire 
time, until ence next class, where Mrs. F let ence go 
to the bathroom with a sympathetic nod. It was no 
secret that Mr. Epinoza would do away with the 


restrooms once and for all if it were within his power. 


Once sci was Safely hidden away in one of the stalls, 
sci pulled ence phone out, and dialed Rikki's number. 
If something was going on, Rikki would probably 
answer her phone first. Unless that is, the thing that 
was going wrong was Rikki. 

The phone rang, and rang, and rang, and rang. 


Finally, it went to voicemail. Click. Hi. This is Rikki's 
phone. Don't leave a message unless someone is 
dying. I probably won't get back to you. Bye. 


Lewis tried not to dwell to long on the words 
someone is dying, and dialed Emma's number instead. 
There was absolutely no point in trying to leave a 
message for Rikki. 


But it went the same way for Emma's phone, and then 
Cleo's. 


None of them were answering their phones, 
responding to texts, and, when Lewis managed to 
track down the attendance officer in the few spare 
minutes remaining for ence lunch hour, it was 
confirmed that none of them had come in late, either. 


Sci decided to take a risk, and texted Emma's mom. 


Hey, is Emma sick today? I could come by after school 
to drop off my notes for her. 


Mrs. Gilbert was entirely aware that any slip in 
grades would devastate her perfectionist daughter 
(despite all assurances that it was okay to get a B or 
even C every now and then instead of straight As), 
and wouldn't pass up an opportunity to help Emma 


keep her grades up. 


Knowing Emma-if it turned out that she was just sick 
after all-she would be freaking out about all the 
schoolwork she was missing. 


Sci got a response almost immediately. 
Have you seen Emma? 


Sci stared at ence phone in confusion just long 
enough to receive another text. 


When was the last time you saw Emma? 


Then ence phone began to ring, vibrating insistently 
in ence hand, and the caller ID showed it was Mrs. 
Gilbert. 


Dread settled in the pit of ence stomach as sci stared 
down at the number, at the smiling picture of Mrs. 
Gilbert that was in sharp contrast to the urgency and 
fear in her texts. 


Sci pressed the answer button and lifted the phone to 
ence ear, ence breath caught in ence throat, not even 
Sure sci wanted to know. 


